High Tide 


Author: Dalauranator 
Bands: Metallica 
Characters: Dave Mustaine, James Hetfield 


Relationships: N/A 


Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [GenSlash] 


Updated: Thu Jan OI 2015 06:29:03 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


one 


Author's Notes: 
Alright, so, here's yet another Metallica story! With a fresh round of drama, just how everyone likes, heh. 3 


So, I'm not sure exactly how | feel about this one, since all of my stories are better in my head, but | don't 
think it sucks or anything. In all honestly, | feel this way about all the things | write. It's just a writer thing, | 


guess. :/ 


Also, | have an idea for a new multi-chapter story that will begin soon. Fair warning-it won't be a Metallica 


story, but it will (of course) have tons of drama, and | think you guys will like it. :) 


As always, thank you for all the reads and reviews, as they always help me to stay motivated and continue to 
write these for you guys. :) Also, as everyone knows, | don't own any of the people/bands/music involved, only 


the plot and story. :3 


Also, happy New Year to everyone. :) 2014 was a great year, and | know 2015 will be awesome as well. Many 


more stories to come! :) 


Hope you enjoy :) 


1182 
"Hey, Lars!" James shouted. "Think fast!" 


The little drummer didr't have time to react before a beach ball hit him in the head, and he stumbled back a 
few steps, dazed. James laughed and Lars stormed over to him, pushing the skinny blonde singer into the 


water and violently splashing him. 
"Nooo, this wasn't part of the plan!" James yelled, and Lars grinned, grabbing the other boy's arms. 


"Cliff, help me out here!" Lars called, and Cliff grinned as he made his way to James, grabbing the singer's 
scrawny legs. James squealed as the two picked him up, and desperately looked to the shore, where Dave was 


sitting on a lounge chair under an umbrella. 


"Dave, help!" James screeched, struggling against the drummer and bassist holding him. "They're ganging up on 


me!" 


Dave, who had been writing in his notebook, looked up with an amused smirk, and rolled his eyes at the sight. 
"You're on your own, dude!" he hollered, and James gave him the biggest look of one who had just been 


betrayed before his expression contorted back to amusement and slight fear. 


"On the count of three." Lars instructed, and Cliff smirked. James' eyes widened as he realized just what the 
two were planning, and struggled against them even more as they began to count down. However, he always 


forgot just how strong the two were, and sighed as he accepted defeat. 


"AAH!" James hollered as Lars and Cliff flung him aside, and the drummer and bassist just about fell over 
laughing as the blonde singer picked himself up and gave them the biggest dirty look, flipping his wet hair out 
of his face. 


"Heh..nooo, not mel!" Lars squealed as James grinned and rushed forward, tackling him. The two began to 


wrestle in the water as Cliff watched on, calling out the moves the boys were pulling like he was an announcer. 


Dave looked up from his notebook again and smiled at the sight of James and Lars pushing and slapping each 
other. He knew that he should be out there with them, but in all honesty, he preferred to simply watch the 
action instead of being a part of it. 


Maybe he could go out there later this week. The band, since they had gotten a string of gigs recently, had 


rented a beach house for a much-needed vacation. Dave would have time to have fun in the ocean later.. 


‘David, don't go out too far!" a voice called from the shore. 


‘1 wont!" the six-year-old shouted back, laughing as he happily skpped through the ocean The child's mother 
watched with a smile, enjoying how much fun her son was having at his first day on the beach 


Dave sunk into the water, doggy paddling along as he watched the waves with extreme interest. Where did they 
come from? What even were they? Were the waves just neverending? 


He continued to swim, not noticing how deep the water was becoming He wanted to see if he could find whatever 
made the waves. Even as the sandbar disappeared from beneath his feet, he paid it no mind as he looked for the 


source of the waves. 


"David come back!" his mother's worried voice yelled, and he turned around, noticing her waving at him trom the 
shore. He sighed, going to put his feet down so he could skip back to her.. 


„but there was nothing there. 


He squealed in surprise as his feet were met with nothing but water, and went under for a brief moment. Panic 
rushed through him as he began flailing his arms, desperately attempting to get his head above the water. As soon 
as his head broke the surface, he gasped, only to be hit in the face with another wave. 


Water filled his mouth and he choked as he was swept under again. He flailed his arms, trying to scream for help 
as the salty ocean water stung his eyes. Bubbles escaped his mouth as he thrashed underwater, and darkness 
began to creep around the edges of his vision as his movements began to slow. Fear coursed through his body a 
mile a minute, and he felt tears begin to well up in his eyes as he realized that this could be the end He was just 
a kid, and--- 


"Come on, dudes, let's order pizzal" Cliff shouted as he ran to the beach house with Lars following close behind. 
Dave was snapped from his thoughts, and as he pulled himself together, he realized that he was sitting on the 
lounge chair with his knees pulled to his chest, shaking as the flashback slowly dissipated. 


He sighed when he noticed James giving him a concerned look, and threw a half-smile to the younger boy, 
indicating that he was fine. Even as Dave packed up his stuff and set it to the side of the house in which the 
group was staying, James' eyes stayed on him. 


Dave rolled his eyes, and, without waiting for James to start asking if he was okay, he bounded into the house 
along with Cliff and Lars. He knew he was avoiding the younger boy, and James definitely knew it too, but this 


was not something he wanted to discuss with anyone, even his best friend. 


To them, he was Dangerous Dave, badass and fearless. He couldn't even imagine what they would think if they 
found out he was afraid to swim in the ocean. Hell, they might kick him out of the band, thinking he's such a 


pussy. How can you be in a metal band and be scared of the ocean? 


Dave sighed as he made his way inside, flopping onto the couch as James affixed him with one of those looks. 
One that almost literally said "we need to talk". 


Maybe he would talk tonight. In all honestly, it was probably what they both needed. 
LATER 


The moon shone high in the sky, casting its bright white rays onto the gentle ocean waves. Under the inky 
black sky, stars and galaxies swirling millions of miles away, a lone figure sat on the steps leading into a lavish 


beach house. 


Dave stared out into the ocean, far enough away that he didn't feel intimidated. He sighed, leaning pensively on 
his arms as he thought about his fear. The fear he had of the ocean, brought on by the terrifying experience 
he had had as a child, that had never truly gone away. 


He hated feeling so weak. He didn't want to feel this scared by something as trivial as swimming in the ocean 
Of course, he understood where the fear came from, but he always felt as though he should have gotten 


over it by now. 


"Dave?" a quiet voice asked, and the redheaded guitar player was snapped from his thoughts. He looked up, only 
to see James, who gave him a small smile. He sighed and stood up, aiming to go back inside, but James stopped 


him. 


"Wait." James began. The blonde singer kicked off his shoes and bounded down the steps into the sand, 
gesturing for Dave to follow. Reluctantly, the older boy removed his own shoes, joining his companion in the 


sand moments later. "I wanna talk to you." 


"About?" Dave questioned, though he knew what was coming. James began his trek along the beach, and Dave 
followed with slight fear as the distance to the ocean grew shorted. 


"Just why you've been acting..ifferent, | guess." James explained, the two falling into step as they slowly 
walked the shore. The sand was beginning to feel wetter and thicker now, and Dave couldn't hide the shaky 
breath that escaped him as his feet sunk into the damp ground. "The whole time we've been here.. don't know. 
You just seem.distant, | guess." 


'lm..not exactly a beach person" Dave told him. It was the sort-of truth, he figured. "I'm just.maybe---" 

Without warning, the water, which had been steadily lapping at the shore, extended further, gently brushing 
James and Dave's bare feet. Though James was unfazed, Dave couldn't stop the full body shudder that ran 
through him before he jumped back. He stared at the ground, squeezing his eyes shut as he sighed. Why did 


James have to be here to see him like this? 


"Dave, what's wrong?" James asked gently, laying a hand on the older boy's shoulder. Slowly, Dave looked up, his 


hazel eyes meeting the singer's cerulean blue ones. 


"Nothin." Dave muttered, blinking back the tears beginning to blur his vision All of a sudden, James seemed to 


understand as he looked back at the ocean, then back to Dave. 


"Are you afraid?" James whispered, his crystal blue eyes seeming to stare directly into Dave, where all his 
deepest, darkest secrets were kept under lock and key. 


"N-no.." Dave stated, though he knew that James knew it was a lie. He felt his walls begin to fall down as 


James draped an arm over his shoulders. 
‘Its okay if you are." James assured. "It's not like I'm gonna judge you or anything.” 


"When.when | was a kid, about six. almost drowned in the ocean." Dave explained. He sighed. "I know, it's stupid, 


| should get over it..." 

Its not stupid" James said. "I totally understand. Since you once had a traumatic experience, you've adapted to 
harbor a fear of what your mind sees as dangerous. It's just how people are. Let's say..a girl is walking 
through a dark alley, and she gets mugged. Naturally, she won't want to ever walk through one again, as her 
mind associates dark allies with getting mugged. So, since you almost drowned as a kid, your mind associates 
the ocean with that experience." 


"How do you know all this weird therapist stuff?" Dave muttered, and James smirked. 


"Wanna know a secret?" he asked, a smile lighting up his face, and Dave couldn't help but return it. "Until | was 


about..sixteen, | think.! was afraid of monsters in the closet.” 
"Seriously?" Dave inquired, the two boys sharing a laugh. 


"Hey, closets are creepy!" James protested. "| had to push my dresser in front of it every night so the 
monsters wouldn't creep out and kill me or somethin." 


"You're such a kid" Dave remarked, and James grinned. He glanced back at the ocean again, then to Dave. 


"Come on" James began, leading the redheaded guitarist to the water. Dave stopped, sighing as he backed away 
yet again. 


"James, l.l can't---" Dave started to say, but the other boy stopped him, putting his hands on his shoulders. 
"Dave, do you trust me?" James asked. Dave sighed before he slowly nodded. "You know, confronting the fear is 


what helps one move past it. | can tell that this fear you have is really bothering you, so | think you can 


overcome it. Just come with me. The water's really calm tonight, and I'll stay with you the whole time." 


James smiled and Dave immediately returned it. "Alright." Dave told him. 
At that, James slowly stepped into the water, and Dave followed him, his hands shaking. his nervousness was 
instantly quelled a bit when James put a hand on his shoulder and gave it a reassuring squeeze, and he smiled 


as he stepped further out. 


"Look at the sky." James commented when the two were nearly waist-deep in the water. Dave looked up, his 


fear dissipating when his eyes focused on the billions of swirling stars in the inky darkness. 

He didn't notice exactly how close he and James were until the younger boy's arm was draped over his 
shoulders. Dave turned to him with a smile, which was instantly returned. He suddenly felt shy under the 
skinny blonde singer's gaze, and his face heated up a bit as he averted his eyes to the ground. 

"See, this isn't so bad" James remarked, and Dave smirked. 


| guess not." he stated. 


Their eyes met again, and Dave took a moment to take in what was happening. Here he was, standing in the 


ocean he had been terrified to go near earlier in the day, with James standing just inches from him. 


He had never noticed how attractive the singer was until now. The moonlight rays shone onto the both of 


them and lit up James' youthful face and long, golden curls. He looked absolutely gorgeous right now--- 
Wait, what the hell was he thinking? 


It seemed as though James knew what was going on in Dave's mind, as he smiled and blushed, averting his 


eyes downward for a moment before looking back at his best friend. 


What am | thinking? Dave said to himself. I've thought a couple guys were attractive before, but never James. 


What does--- 


His thoughts were interrupted by James gently cupping his face, and his eyes widened as his face heated up 
yet again. 


"James---" he began, but James stopped him. 
"Shh" James whispered with a smile. "I know what you're thinking. You're not that difficult to read, you know." 


"Dammit." Dave muttered, though the smirk still stayed on his face. "Always thought | was the opposite 
of.what you just said.” 


No other words were spoken as the two boys drew closer, and their lips met for a brief moment. Though it 
wasn't a long kiss, Dave was still left breathless as they separated, and he was left staring into James’ eyes 


once again. 


| don't know where this will go," James began. "But | do know that right now the water is up to our chests, 


and you're completely fine.” 


As soon as James pointed this out, Dave looked down, only to notice that his friend was indeed right. He quickly 


wrapped his arms around James, who just giggled as he held him close. 


"Let's just go back inside and see where this takes us, alright?" James suggested, and Dave smiled and pulled 


back to look at the younger boy. 
"Alright." 


The next day, when the Metallica boys played in the ocean, Dave applied as much sunscreen as he could before 


he joined them, finally able to enjoy the beach they had come to for what was definitely their best vacation. 


THE END 


